


Hogwarts' Heroes Year One

by TheInvisibleGurlz



Category: Harry Potter
Genre: Adventure, Friendship
Language: English
Characters: Minerva M., Neville L., OC
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-13 21:53:36
Updated: 2016-04-15 13:39:02
Packaged: 2016-04-27 18:34:17
Rating: T
Chapters: 5
Words: 2,525
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: There is no such thing as too much security at Hogwarts. And First Year students, McGonagall decided, would be the longest lasting line of defense. Four Oc's. Rated T for possible later chapters.





	1. Silvera

**Chapter 1: Silvera**

**A.N.: I've gotten into Harry Potter, recently, and decided to write this thing. The first few chapter will be quite short, but they'll get longer as I go. Enjoy!**

The day was dull and the house was quiet. Thus, it rang out all the more when the mail slot opened and closed with a metal bang.

The only one in the small house at the time, an eleven year old girl with a tattoo already and pitch black haircut, made her way to the door like any other time she heard the mail and picked up the paper letter.

The parchment was yellowed with age and there was a distinct wax seal closing the front. She had seen this symbol before.

Her curiosity piqued, she grabbed a penknife from the end table near her and sliced the envelope open with the kind of precision only someone who constantly opened her parents' mail could possess.

The letter opened with a name and some stuff that Silvera's eye automatically skipped over. The meat of the letter read as follows.

_Dear Miss Serpentina,_

_ We are pleased to inform you that you have a place at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. Please find enclosed a list of all the necessary books and equipment._

_ Term begins September 1__st__. We await your owl no later than July 31__st__._

_ Yours Sincerely_

_ Minerva McGonagall_

_ Headmistress_

A smirk found its way onto her scarlet lips. She knew, from the very first day a snake had appeared from a classmate's pencil and her parents told her why they always talked about "The Ministry," that this day would come. At long last, it had.


	2. Branwen

**Chapter 2: Branwen**

It was a long time before she noticed that the doorbell had been ringing. She'd been too busy following Frodo up Mount Doom. But, when Callee led a tall, gray haired woman into the living room, she forced herself to draw her eyes away from the book.

"Hello, Branwen." She spoke with a Scottish accent, which piqued the girl's interest. "I'm Madam Hooch. I've been sent by Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry to make you aware of your place at the school. Tell me, are your parents home?"

"I'm afraid they're not," she replied. "But they will be soon. Tea?"

"Oh, yes, please," Hooch eagerly agreed. The tea was made and sipped over light conversation.

"May I ask what your position at Hogwarts is?" Branwen asked, setting her cup back on her saucer.

"Flying Instructor. In addition, I'll be your Quidditch referee, should you choose to join."

"Well." Branwen took another sip. "With all due respect, I don't think I'll be joining the Quidditch team. Sports have never been my strong suit."

"Oh, that's quite alright, dear," the woman relented. "Many students have said just that, and it's never offended me. What, then, is your strong suit?"

"I'm not sure. I know I'm a witch; I've known for a long time, and so has Callee. But I've never tried any spells."

"Ah, we'll make a proper witch, of you, yet, dearie. Just you wait and see; you'll thrive at Hogwarts. I just know it."

"I'll have to-" She was cut off by the door opening and two sets of heavy footsteps and rustling plastic bags entered the house. Branwen pulled her lips tightly around her teeth and curled her fists, releasing a moment later.

"Bran, who's this?"

The girl took in a breath to introduce the teacher, but was interrupted again, much to her displeasure.

"Madam Hooch, of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry."

"What do you want?" Branwen's father asked. He wrapped an arm around his wife, as if to protect her from an unknown threat.

"Quite simply, your daughter has come of age. She is ready to begin enrollment at Hogwarts."

"And you're here to take her away?" Mother asked. "How are we supposed to know you're safe?"

"Well, yes, Mrs. Erna. I'm to assist your daughter in the purchasing of school supplies. And as far as safety goes, I will protect Branwen with my life. I swear it on the soul of my grandfather."

Branwen caught her mother's eyes, nodding silently to remind her that magic _was_ indeed something she needed to learn if she wanted to apply herself fully.

Mother sighed. "Alright, then. Off with you both." Her husband looked like he very much wanted to revoke her statement, but he didn't.

Branwen squealed in excitement, dashing forward and hugging her parents in thanks.

"Be good now. Don't make things any harder than they are for Mummy and Daddy, alright?" Callee nodded at her bigger sister, who had kneeled to her level.

Then, with many promises to be back for the summer and to write home every week, the new student and teacher were off.


	3. Blake

**Chapter 3: Blake**

"Blake! Can you get that?" Dalleen called from the bathroom. The door had been knocking for seconds on end.

The door opened to reveal a brick wall of a man. His beard all but blended into his brown fur coats.

"Hello, there," his cheery voice growled. "You wouldn't be Blake, now, would you?" Blake nodded mutely.

"Brilliant! May I come in, please?" The boy, not wanting to anger the man, stood back and let him in. He ducked under the door frame before standing full again once inside.

"Now then. I'm Hagrid, and I'm here to talk to you about going to Hogwarts."

"W-what's Hogwarts?" Was he here because of that letter?

"It's a school, a magic school. You do know you're a wizard, don't you?"

"W-well, um, uh…" He helplessly looked to Hagrid, hoping and praying that he was kidding. Any second now, he'd laugh, probably ruffle his hair, and tell him it was just a joke.

Or not, apparently.

Dalleen came down the stairs at that very second, crying out in amazement at the hulk in front of the door.

"Hello. Blake and I were just talking, weren't we, Blake?" He didn't respond.

"What do you want?" the mother demanded. "Who are you? Why are you here? I swear if it's about that damn tax return, I've-"

"Oh, no, no, no, no, it's not anything about that. It's just that Blake here is old enough to go to wearing school. So, I've come to take him there."

"You are not taking my son anywhere! Now, I want you out of my house this instant. Get out!"

"Mum," Blake interrupted. "I think it's about that letter. The one with the wax seal." The woman glanced between her son and the giant.

"Is that true? Was it your school that contacted my son?"

"Aye, Ms."

"_Mrs._ Bhruic."

"It is about the letter."

"And will he be safe there?"

"Just as safe as he is here."

"Well then," she decided. "I don't see any reason you shouldn't go." She pushed her son forward with many "goodbyes," and "stay safes," and "write backs."

He and Hagrid piled onto a motorcycle, which inexplicably flew through the air like a small plane. Maybe this magic thing wasn't so bad.


	4. Gilderoy

**Chapter 4: Gilderoy**

The letter slipped into the mail slot with a small clink. Gilderoy didn't hear it. It was only when Bondig the house elf handed the letter to him that he could read it.

"Letter for Master Gilderoy," he said, holding out the paper.

"I've told you time and time again, Bondig. Call me Gill." At any rate, Gill took the letter and opened it while Bondig picked at the hem of his pants.

"Dear Mr. Lockhart…" he began under his breath, reading the rest silently. At about the middle of the second paragraph a grin broke out across his face, even if his mind refused to be so optimistic.

"Mum," he called. "I just got a letter. It's an acceptance letter from Hogwarts."

The woman, Dalleen, walked out of the kitchen.

"That's lovely!" she exclaimed. "I can't believe my little boy will be going to Hogwarts. I can remember a time when your father was teaching there."

Gill swept away the hand that was pinching his cheek. "I don't want to go. You know what happened there; what if it happens to me?"

"Oh, it won't happen to you. Things have gotten much safer since McGonagall took over as headmistress."

"I don't want to go," he repeated. But Dalleen was having none of it.

"Well, you're going whether you want to or not. You've got to get over this, Gilderoy Jr. Good things never come to those who are too afraid to seek them."

"Good things never come to the dead."

"You won't _die_; don't be so melodramatic."

Gill sighed and admitted defeat. Now just to write that letter.


	5. Train of Thought

**Chapter 5: Train of Thought**

**A.N.: And now, we begin the story! Enjoy!**

Silvera looked up from her lonely little compartment on the Hogwarts Express. In the doorway stood another girl, about her age and probably a first year like her.

"All of the other carriages are full. May I sit here with you?" she asked. Silvera nodded and returned to staring out the window. The dark-skinned girl marched in and sat down on the seat opposite of Silvera.

"I'm Branwen," she spoke up again. "Branwen Erna. What's your name?"

Silvera's eyebrows knitted together. "You're from Northern Ireland, aren't you?" Branwen nodded as Silvera rolled her eyes.

"Silvera," she relented. "Serpentina." With that, the conversation was over and Silvera went back to staring out the window. Two boys passed by – one with black hair and almond eyes, and the other with strawberry blonde hair – but they weren't noticed.

"What did you say your name was?" the black-haired one asked.

"Gilderoy Lockhart Jr. But you can call me Gill. And you?"

"Blake Bhruic."

"And you're from Wales?"

"Yep. Where are you from?"

"England."

An older student approached the pair just as they were about to enter the dining car.

"Couple of first years, huh? What do you say boys?" he said to the guys behind him. "Why don't we teach them how things work at Hogwarts?"

"Why don't we just go back?" Gill proposed, yanking on Blake's sleeve.

"No," he decided. Blake moved to stand in front of Gilderoy. "Leave him alone, alright? You can do what you want to me, but leave him be."

"Oh, tough guy! Well, he offered."

Blake suddenly found himself grabbed by the collar and pulled at least a full foot off of the floor. Gill seemed to have evaporated, for no one came to his aid.

Facing down the bullies, He found them larger than they'd been just a second ago. Part of him wanted to run for it, too, but he stopped himself. He'd told them to do what they wanted, so he'd take it.

A boy behind the one holding him up pulled out his wand, twiddling it between his fingers as if mulling over exactly what curse would be the worst.

"Expulso!" he commanded. A blue light flashed and the boy was promptly flung back into the wall behind him. Several people glanced up from their bagels as he did so, including one Slytherin who'd been watching like a hawk for the duration of the confrontation.

While the other confidante went to make sure his friend was alright, the leader held Blake just a little closer.

"I don't know what your parents did to you, but you're gonna go home to them in-"

"What the bloody 'ell do you think you're doing?" an elderly woman's voice screamed from behind Blake.

When all eyes turned, it was the tea trolley woman who had finally arrived, Gill in tow. The bully promptly dropped the boy and attempted to assert dominance, raising a defiant brow at the woman, but it was no use. She grabbed him by the ear and dragged him back towards the front of the train, leaving Gill and Blake reunited in the dining car.

"Sorry about that, mate," a new voice said. Blake turned to face a redheaded Slytherin, the same one who was watching earlier. He held out the bully's wand, silently pointing out a spot near the base where a line scratched its way through the wood like a lightning strike of a scar.

"Broke it earlier," he explained. "Still won't work, but he doesn't need to know that, does he?" Blake painted on a cheeky smile as Gill cowered behind him.

"Let me know if they start anything again. Name's Alvin." With that, he sneaked away, throwing one last glance over his shoulder.

"Think we can trust him?" Gill asked as the pair went the way they came from the passenger cars. Blake shrugged.

"I wouldn't. He's a Slytherin. Slytherins are bad!"

"Where'd you hear that?"

"Some of the other kids," Gill mumbled, glancing away. They turned into a compartment, realizing just a second too late that it was already taken.

"Oh, sorry," Gilderoy immediately blurted. We were just looking for our seats, and, uh, we'll be going now." The last bit was added as the girl with short, black hair sent him a murderous glare. The silver thing on her shoulder didn't help much.

And then, Blake just _had_ to open his big mouth.

"Wow!" he said with amazement. "Is that a real tattoo?"

The girl smiled. "Yeah, it's real. I got it about two years ago."

"And your parents just let you?" Gilderoy worried.

"They let me do a lot of things. Hey, you want to see something _really_ cool?" Blake nodded. Gill froze.

A moment of still, choked silence passed before the girl lunged at the pair of boys. About halfway through, though, her arms shriveled and her skin broke into scales. It was a snake that dropped on the ground in front of the boys, who took a surprised step back.

Its – or rather, _her_ – scales were mostly black, with a patch of silver where her tattoo had been. Beady emerald eyes twinkled in the triangular skull.

Gill peeled himself off the wall only when the girl stood back up to her full height, lips pulled into a smirk.

"You're an animagus?" the other girl wondered, stepping up to her companion's spot on the floor. The girl nodded, smiling further.

"You could get into real trouble for that!" She nearly screamed. "What were you thinking? What were your _parents_ thinking?"

"Like I said, they let me do a lot of things. And don't worry your little box braids; I'm a registered animagus and there's nothing illegal about that."

"There is if you're underage."

"Then you let _me_ worry about it, love." The girl's eyes rolled back nearly into her skull, but she didn't say anything more.

_"We've arrived,"_ a voice said over the non-existent PA system. _"Everybody off_."

Gill and Branwen went back to their car to get their things, letting the two bickering witches to do the same. Secretly, Gill hoped he didn't get sorted into the same house as the girl with the tattoo.

**A.N.: what houses do you think they'll be sorted into? Let me know in a review what you think I go wrong or did right. Thank you for your time, and GOD BLESS!**


End file.
